Watching and waiting upon the sick; giving of her energy, her sympathy to so full an extent to the poor sufferers in her ward, it seemed to the nurse as though her very soul had grown tired. Thoughts came no more to the tired brain, the body felt a machine, the mind had become numbed. Loneliness and deep depression had descended upon the night nurse.
Closing the window when once more all was quiet she returned to her duties to give of herself again, knowing no stint in the giving. Into that woman's heart came the knowledge that the music was of no earthly making ; her soul needed refreshment and courage ; it had come in a way she would never have sought.
